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we had been compelled always to employ the Sanioyede synonym, "Sass!"
At length, while leading the team through a suspicious bit of broken ice, I suddenly dropped straight down to the snow to my arm-pits, and had the unpleasant feeling that there was nothing but air under my feet. I had fallen through a snow bridge, and was sustained by my outstretched arms. Somewhere down below I could hear a dislodged piece of ice striking and echoing on its way to the depths. Fainter and fainter the echoes came, and then ceased altogether. For all I know that piece of ice is dropping to this day. The interesting question with me at that particular moment was whether or not the crumbling bridge of snow would support my weight till my companion could manage to get me out of the danger of taking a drop too much myself.
Shortly afterward a storm blew up and as the air was filled with flying snow, making it impossible to see a sledge length ahead, it was simply suicide to go on. If we did not fall down a crevasse, we should be in danger of losing our way, and falling over the edge of the glacier into the sea. So we made the best sort of camp we could and managed to boil a little coffee over our petroleum lamp. But how the winds did whistle and the snow did fly down the sin-face